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apron strings and gouging her big toe self-consciously into
the dirt every time her master would glance her way. It got
to the point where she neglected her duties as cook, simply
overcome with calf love. It got to the point where she
couldn't even serve him without getting all in a lather. And
as for the rest of us, why, we just didn't exist, let alone
eat!
Each overseer's house had a wall 'phone connected with the
Superintendency. These 'phones worked on a single party
line, each farm having its own number of rings. Ours was
nailed to a cross beam by the door leading out back to the
kitchen.
The first time I met the District Superintendent was one
evening when I was working on the reports and the other
members of the staff were still out riding the farm. The
Superintendent was in an irritable frame of mind, having
pushed through the mosquito-infested swamps for several
hours.
" I wish you'd see about getting me a fresh riding animal,"
he said crisply, " mine's all pooped. You'll find him out by
the corral. Tell your stockman to change the saddle and he
can ride him down to my office in the morning and bring
yours back.'5
I jumped up to do his bidding and as I ran out the back
door I noticed Maria peering belligerently around the corner.
Before I was out of earshot I heard the telephone ring,
started to go back and then realized that it was the Superinten-
dent calling his own office. There was a terrific tintinnabula-
tion of kitchenware, glassware, crockery, and in short, anything
Maria could lay her hands upon.
" What the hell ! " I heard the Superintendent exclaim, more
in surprise than in anger.
There followed a torrent of abuse in shrill Spanish, and
after that a protracted wailing. Horrified, I rushed back into
the hut and found Maria standing directly by the telephone,
screaming in the poor man's face at the top of her lusty young
lungs.
" Ge-zus !   Where did you men pick up this wild cat ?